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making the retirement of the convent-cell a merit
to the solitary, the scourge or the fast a piety to
the ascetic, the enjoyment of pomp and music
and incense a religious act in the sensual, and
furnishing for the very soul itself a confidante
in that ear of the dumb confessional, where it
may securely disburthen itself of its sins and sor-
rows. And the dome of St. Peter's is the magic
circle within which she works her most potent
incantations. I confess that I could not enter it
alone without a kind of awe.

But, setting entirely aside the effects of this
church upon the imagination, it is wonderful, if
one consider it only materially. Michael Angela
created a new world in which everything was
colossal, and it might seem that he built this as
a fit temple for those gigantic figures with which
he peopled it to worship in. Here his Moses
should be high-priest, the service should be
chanted by his prophets and sibyls, and those
great pagans should be brought hither from San
Lorenzo in Florence, to receive baptism.

However unsatisfactory in other matters,
statistics are of service here. I have seen a refined
tourist who entered, Murray in hand, sternly re-
solved to have St. Peter's look small, brought to
terms at once by being told that the canopy over
the high altar (looking very like a four-post bed-
stead) was ninety-eight feet high. If he still ob-
stinates himself, he is finished by being made to